as charge, is that an evil society rests upon the foundation of human choice.
Frye's book rests upon incalculable labour and theoretical maturation. Despite more inviting possibilities, I have centred my remarks on what I claim to be an extensive and loosely disciplined theologizing and a somewhat two-dimensional sense of history. It should be plain that this line of reflection does not represent my appreciation of the work. The Great Code is the most constructively disturbing and menacingly hopeful book on the Bible that I have yet read. Presuming to evade a powerful antagonist by drawing conclusions from remarks like mine, a traditional Christian stands to lose much. From the point of view of religion the triumph of Northrop Frye lies in opening the depth of the Bible as a whole to a culture that has forgotten how to read. From the point of view of the university it lies in his simultaneous involvement in every dimension of his issue. His stage is the imagination, where 'real' questions are asked and where manageable abstractions may play only bit parts. For a while yet, at some points of resistance, I shall be struggling expectantly with this book. At many points it is sheer illumination. Were I to store it in a place of intellectual appropriateness, it would stand among my classical records, things often and pleasurably listened to, because not yet altogether heard.
Frye's Bible

GEORGE WOODCOCK
There are advantages to writing a review that will appear several months after the book one is discussing has been published. One can assume that the latter will have been read by all those likely to be interested, and that they, like oneself, will have gone beyond first impressions to afterthoughts. That makes it unnecessary to describe what the author is trying to do; one can take it as understood and proceed to what in the long run is more important -to discuss the book in relation to its cultural context and to the author's general body of work. The latter is particularly important when the book is a late work with a testamentary flavour -as is the case with Northrop Frye's The Great Code: The Bible and Literature.
True, Frye begins The Great Code with a typical disclaimer. 'The academic aim is to see what the subject means, not to accept or reject it. ' And indeed, at no point in his book does he say, or even imply, 'I believe.' In this overt sense his book is not a declaration of Christian faith; the question of faith is deliberately set aside. Yet The Great Code is indissolubly linked with Frye's religious background. It is the kind of book one cannot imagine a Jew or a Catholic, or even an Anglican, writing about the Bible. It comes out of the heart of the English dissenting tradition which, dispensing with liturgy, gave the Bible a centrality rivalled only in other puritan and book-obsessed traditions, like Islam with its emphasis on the Koran, or Sikhism with its special reverence for another book, the Granth Sahib. Thus The Great Code follows naturally on Frye's celebrated studies of the two greatest poets of English dissenting Christianity, Blake and Milton.
The Great Code is partly a critical analysis of the Bible as a book that 'is neither literary nor non-literary, or, more positively, ... is as literary as it can well be without actually being literature.' It is partly also a study of 'the impact of the Bible on the creative imagination' of the western world, an exemplification of Blake's phrase: 'The Old and the New Testaments are the Great Code of Art'; one senses that, though Frye's own special puritanism of the academy will not allow him to say it, he approves of the fact that Blake 'went much farther than anyone else in his day in identifying religion and human creativity. ' The centrality of the Bible to western culture is not so much stated as taken for granted in The Great Code, and the typically Protestant failure to recognize sufficiently the other elements of western civilization gives the book from the beginning a somewhat lopsided appearance as a thesis in cultural history. For the dominant cultural role in British and German literary cultures is not paralleled in the Mediterranean Catholic cultures, where the church itself, while rejecting the pagan philosophers, sustained pagan polytheism through the transformation of the gods into saints and the myths into legends, and found the space for pagan moral attitudes which puritanism could not allow even in disguised form. Moreover, the Reformation, which so magnified the influence of the Bible in northern Europe, was only one side of the great shift in perceptions which took place at that time on the continent. The Renaissance, which overlapped it in time, was important, not only for the rediscovery of classical writings, but also for its recognition of a continuing tradition, driven underground during the Middle Ages, that went from the pre-Sacra tics through Aristotle to the Arabs and thence re-entered Europe. Even for Milton -even for Blake -the Bible was only part of the code of art.
One of the most striking aspects of the Bible's role -an aspect Frye does not ignore -is that it has always stood both within and outside the cultures it so much influenced; the great majority of Christians have never read it except as the translation of a book that came into being in another time and another place and another language. At the same time it was not the only influential book that in the early seventeenth century answered this description. Atthe very time when the Authorized Version was being prepared, the pagan world was entering into the consciousness and the literature of England through such notable translations as Thomas North's Plutarch, which gave Shakespeare so much material and inspiration and which became one of the books often found beside the Bible and Bunyan in Protestant households. But the strange and special feature of the Bible -which makes it different even from North's Plutarch -is that as a translation it took on an intense life of its own, mainly because the Authorized Version appeared at a crucial time in the development of English prose and provided, at a time when it was needed, a striking treasury of myth and metaphor on which English literature still, though diminishingly, draws.
Yet Thought, 1959) For the present, however, Sir James Frazer and most of the 'other contributory forces' are pushed into the background; Frazer is mentioned only three times in The Great Code, and he is reproached for his rationalist weaknesses. And Frye now tells us:
In a sense ali my critical work, beginning with a study of Blake published in 1947, and formulated ten years later in Anatomy of Criticism, has revolved around the Bible.
And he goes on to say that The Great Code is 'among other things a restatement of the critical outlook I have been expounding in various ways for years: And this of course is true, since all the old Frygian notions, whether they originated in his study of the Bible or in those truant years when -as he once confessed to John Ayre -'theology for me was largely Frazer's Golden Bough: certainly reappear in this complex and highly decorated edifice of a book. Indeed, they reappear with special emphasis for the excellent reason that the Bible is perhaps more suited than any other book for the application of the critical approaches for which Frye is celebrated.
Frye, of course, has always been involved in the search for a code of criticism. That is what he was trying to create in The Anatomy at Criticism, and in The Great Code he seeks to strengthen the achievement of the earlier book by basing the code, not on acknowledged works of literature, but rather on a work that by the very fact of being both more and less than literature takes one broadly into the general culture of our age -so broadly, indeed, that in one of his more curious diversions Frye is at great pains to represent Marxism as one of the many results of biblical influence. In the process he once again seeks to give criticism the kind of structure one usually encounters in non-literary areas like musical composition and the arts applied to architecture, and it is strange -but perhaps illustrative of the limitations of Frye's sensibilities -that great biblically influenced composers like Bach and Handel and visual artists like Piero della Francesca and Michelangelo do not find the place one would have thought they deserved in The Great Code.
But there are more specific ways in which the Bible is an excellent subject for Frye's kind of critical investigation. It appeals to the my thopoeic bent that was fostered in Frye by his encounter with Sir James Frazer'S books when he was a theological student. The Bible, after all, is one of the great storehouses of myth, and a lifetime absorption in it of the kind that Frye confesses can condition one to see myths and to create them when needed and to regard them as phenomena outside history. 'Earlier students of myth,' says Frye, 'seem to have put up a strong resistance to the fact that myth is a form of imaginative and creative thinking, and therefore autonomous.' The very use of the word tact in this context illustrates the dogmatic tone which Frye assumes when he is talking of myth. But in fact, of course, there is a creative process in creative thinking, and that process by which myths are made limits their autonomy, as do the uses to which they are put, since -whatever myths may mean to later poets -to non-literate man they are as literal as history.
History, however, is something that Frye seeks desperately to exclude from any critical consideration of the Bible, just as he withholds his approval from what he calls ' descriptive writing,' by which one is led to assume that he means any writing that prefers history to myth and statement to symbol. Both Voltaire and George Orwell, I suspect, and probably Pope and Dryden as well, would fail into this despised category. Orwell' s 'prose like a window pane' is certainly not one of Frye' s favoured aims, either for other writers or in his own practice.
The Bible also suits Frye's extraordinary lack of interest in the creative process in art -as in myth -or in the person who creates -in artists as anything other than the machines that produce works of art and otherwise can be disregarded. From this point of view the Bible is an ideal subject of criticism. There is no need to worry about individual artists, since the Bible has no identifiable authors. There is no need, either, to concern oneself with the creative process, since the Bible as we have it is the product of secondary processes, of a collective translation (there are no disturbingly idiosyncratic individual translators like Sir Thomas Urquhart to distract our attention) based on centuries of editing, which has involved endless rewritings and rearrangings done in laudable obscurity, so that in the end the Bible is the world's greatest anonymous masterpiece and hence the ideal work-and the safest-to anatomize. All this fits well with the tendency Frye seems to have inherited with the puritan tradition, to see art in the service of religion and therefore interesting only as the consecrated object and especially as the consecrated word. It is significant that the great individual artists when they began to emerge in the Renaissance tended to be pagan rather than biblical in their inspiration. Shakespeare -admittedly pre-AV -certainly owed more to the Tudor translations of the pagan authors than he did to the Bible. And Frye's dissenting ancestors, appearing in their most extreme form as the Roundhead soldiers who defaced the individualized images in English churches, represent a return to the essential antiindividualism of the Bible, a book in which there is not only no identifiable author but also no character who emerges as an individualized personality.
In passing, one may add that the Bible, because it is essentially an anthology of works of literature and works of no literary interest, is a book it is impossible to evaluate qualitatively, because there are no aesthetic values we can apply to it as a whole. And so it is a happy choice for a writer who has always denied the evaluative function of the critic.
Nothing in fact is changed in one's estimate of Frye by The Great Code. All his fascinating ingenuity is there, all his staggering sense of literary architecture, so that one admires the structure of the book even when one finds much of it debatable, much irrelevant to the real understanding of literature, and not a little obscure through an excess of cleverness. But one has the feeling that for Frye the code's the thing. Just as his earlier works were masterpieces of categorization, of explaining the mechanics of literature, so The Great Code admirably shows us how the Bible works. And here, I suggest, we have something different from the 'academic aim' I cited from Frye at the beginning of this review: 'to see what the subject means.' For me The Great Code is not about meaning; it is about structure and mechanism. The great code is broken; we still have to read the message for ourselves, and we are not helped by Frye's assiduous effortsin which he forgets that Clio also was one of the muses -to discourage us from recognizing how important in the Bible are its historic intent and content.
All this, of course, is nothing new in Frye. He analyses; he dissects; like some shamanic Frankenstein he puts it all together again in an intellectual, appealing structure. But in all this eloquent patterning and repatterning of the bones of literature the elusive breath which is the reality of a work of art and which the artist alone blew into it is lost. As Nairn Kattan remarked in his review of The Great Code (Books in Canada, JunelJuly 19!12), Frye 'sometimes reduced literature to the condition of a corpse, so that he could study its anatomy.' Except here and there in a fugitive way in the 'Letters in Canada' reviews he used to write in the University of Toronto Quarterly, I have never felt the sense of a book as a living entity emerging from Fry's critical writings, though those writings have their own life. There is, in all this brilliance of understanding on so many levels, an absence of empathy, which explains why Frye may confront the work, but never encounters its maker.
Certainly, in this latest, massive and impressive Frye work I have not found the Bible that has lived for me since my Anglican childhood. I understand a little more clearly how it works as a whole, why it works, but for the true breath of it, its verbal beauty and its historic power, I must return to the text. And when I catch that breath I realize, as I do with all good literature, that something more than decoding is necessary; the critic without empathy is no complete critic.
